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altitude this would have cost me but little energy, but at twenty-
eight thousand feet it was all I could do to muster the strength
and will-power to cut steps with my ice-axe. Presently, I
approached the great gully. It would be difficult to imagine a
more impressive place. On three sides rose dungeon-like walls,
great overhanging crags that menaced all direct approach to
the summit of Everest, and higher still was the summit itself, an
abrupt pyramid of yellow-coloured rock ending in a shining
point of snow with the usual white plume of mist streaming end-
lessly from it. It was only a thousand feet higher than the point
on which I stood, yet it seemed a thousand miles away, separated
from me by an impassable gulf of difficulty and fatigue.

To begin with, as I clambered along the Yellow Band, I
found myself going better than I had expected, and there came
to me a sudden feeling of optimism and hope that I should
reach the summit, but presently, as I approached the great gully,
this faded away and was replaced by despair. The steep four
hundred feet of rocks that I had to climb on the far side of the
gully were impassable owing to the freshly-fallen snow that
everywhere covered them. There was no doubt about this, yet
I felt I must not give up until I had tried all I could, and I
continued on with hope gone, yet determined to climb as high as
possible.

A convenient series of ledges led me along the top of the
Yellow Band until I approached the great gully. The ledge I
was following gradually narrowed, until it was only an inch
or so broad. At its narrowest point it passed a steep corner
where vertical or overhanging rocks tend to push the climber
outwards. I found myself spread-eagled like a man crucified
on the corner. It needed only one step to pass it, for immediately
beyond it the ledge broadened again, but I fiinked that step.
My balance was too delicate ; I felt that at any moment I should
tipple off backwards. I retreated and considered the situation.
It was an easy enough place and to pass it required only- a little
confidence. With a companion, I am sure I could have done it,
but I was alone, and there is a world of difference between
climbing alone and climbing with a companion, I apostrophised
myself as a coward and tried again, but with no more success.
I could not summon up the courage to take that one needful
step round the corner.

Fortunately there was an alternative, but it meant a descent
of twenty feet, and at twenty-eight thousand feet a mountaineer
is loath to lose even that small amount of hard-won height.
However, there was nothing for it but to climb down to another